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Traitor to National Socialism: 
An exposure of the Ernst Rohm 
of the 1990s 


by Damien A. Tory 


The enclosed document is 
STRICTLY PRIVATE and 
CONFIDENTIAL and is for 
INTERNAL DISTRIBUTION ONLY 


Under no circumstances whatsoever 
is it to be leaked to the Jewsmedia. 


Heil Hitler, 
Horsham Heinrich 
April 20th 1992 


Dear Racial Comrade and Friend, 


You will doubtless be aware of the hullabaloo currently 
being made over a certain "Mr" Irving and his coming out of 
the closet so to speak over the Holohoax. The people who 
control our news and entertainments media (and practically 
everything else) have roundly condemned him as having gone 
completely off his rocker since he publicly endorsed the 
Leuchter Report. 


Any public figure who comes forward and states both his 
opposition to ZOG and denounces the Holohoax lie deserves 
our respect; Irving has done both. ZOG is extremely power- 
ful, and even respectable people with the most philo-Semitic 
antecedents are in awe of it. Don't offend a certain minor- 
ity, don't say anything untoward about those people...that 
is the guarantee of a one-way ticket to oblivion. 


No one could ever have accused "Mr" Irving of being respect- 
able, even when he paid lip service to the Holohoax he had 
no qualms about calling a spade a spade or a kike a kike. 
‘His Clarendon Club speeches have always been replete with 
humorous and sarcastic references to Jews and niggers. 
Nevertheless, there is a widely held misconception in Natio- 
nal Socialist circles that my enemy's enemy is my friend. 
This is simply not true, especially when that enemy's enemy 
is a sexual deviant. 


It is sad but true that the image the Jewsmedia has projec- 
ted of National Socialism: since the end of World War II has 
caused a seemingly endless stream of social misfits, bully 
boys, criminals and even sexual perverts to rally to the 
cause of the Swastika. This is a fact which, desperate to 
recruit anyone, the leaders of National Socialism have 
ignored to their peril. The end result of this has been the 
growth of a freak sub-culture amongst the movement: skin- 
heads, fantasists and weirdos have crawled out from under- 
neath their rocks and have been welcomed as comrades in the 
struggle with open arms by the self-styled Fuhrers of 

the nascent Fourth Reich. 


At the start of the eighties, John Tyndall identified a 
homosexual network that was operating within the then Natio- 
nal Front and bravely severed all connections with that 
party taking with him a handful of dedicated activists out 
of which he forged the New National Front later changing its 
name to the British National Party. In recent years, Tyndall 
has allowed standards in the BNP to slip and has recruited 
even the tattooed garbage and untermenschen of the skin- 
head and criminal scenes. This is to his eternal discredit. 
But it is to his eternal credit that he has always totally 

` and unconditionally denounced sexual perversion. Tyndall has 
always prided himself on the quality of the people he has 
been able to attract to the British National Party. Even 
among the flotsam and jetsam which now makes up the BNP he 
has managed to preserve and even to attract a better class 
of person than any other true National Socialist Party. 
Stanley Clayton Garnett and Dr Donald Clarke are two out- 


standing examples. Irving has been flirting with the idea of 
throwing in his lot with the BNP for some time; doubtless if 
he had, Tyndall would have regarded him as his finest catch. 
After he reads this, JT will undoubtedly think again. 


You wild find reproduced on the following pages what can 
.only be described as a "love letter" from Irving to one of 
his catamites, drawings of him by his former lover and two 
‘depositions which were made out by persons whom he proposi- 
tioned. Ka i 

The skeptical reader may be tempted to dismiss the contests 
of this publication as salacious gossip and outright fakery, 
but the sad fact is that Irving's activities are common 
knowledge among the depraved, AIDS-infested wretches who 
make up London's homosexual underground. He is well known in 
the Brief Encounter, a notorious haunt of rent boys and 
promiscuous homosexuals. The only reason that the truth 
about Irving's disgusting sexual proclivities hasn't come to 
light before is because queers, like Jews, protect their own 
kind. Now, fortunately, one of his "lovers" has decided to 
turn him in. We leave it to the reader to judge for himself. 
The "outing" of pseudo-Nazi and Ernst Rohm clone Irving will 
be no great loss to Historical Revisionism. Never let it be 
forgotten that Irving himself has never researched the 
Holohoax nor published anything original on it. Up until the 
publication of the Leuchter Report he had actually endorsed 
it. True, he did deny the Fuhrer's complicity in it, but 
Irving, who is above everything else a pragmatist, did this 
only to hedge his bets. Now the chickens have come home to 
roost. People who sit on the fence for too long end up with 
splinters in their arses. Ironically, splinters are the last 
thing Irving's arse needs to worry about. 


Irving is the worst type of "Nazi". In private correspon- 
dence with me and with other members of the White Liberation 
Movement he has admitted his adherence to the racial philo- 
sophy of our Fuhrer; in public though he has distanced 
himself from National Socialism as much as he is able. He 
cashed in on the Hitler Diaries scam; he has tried to cash 
in on the Leuchter Report. Doubtless, when the heat becomes 
too great he will jump to the other side of the fence yet 
again. Let us hope that before he does, sufficient good 
people will have seen through this degenerate and ostracised 
him like the rat he is. 


Heil Hitler 
20th April 1992 
D.A. Tory - Brighton 


Deposition One 


My name is James, I am 32 years old. In November of 1991 
when I was drinking in a West End pub which I do not wish to 
name, I was approached by a tall, well-built man of about 
fifty with a deep voice who told me he had some time to kill 
and asked if he could buy me a drink. I accepted. He told me 
his name was Dave and said he'd just had a blazing row with 
his ex-wife. He asked me if I had ever been married; I said 
I was divorced. He told me his marriage had been hell. 


We made small talk and I asked him what he did for a living. 
He told me he was an historian, which I said sounded inter- 
esting, and asked him what school or university he taught 
at. He told me that he did not teach or lecture at any 
university, college or school because "those people" had 
blackballed him. I asked him what he meant and he started 
telling me about how the Jews had it in for him because he 
had found out that the Holocaust hadn't really happened, and 
that the Nazi gas chambers were really showers. 


I thought he was round the bend but he insisted that it was 
all true. He asked me if I hadn't heard of him and told me 
that his full name was David Irving. I said I hadn't and 
that I came from Toronto. Then you must have heard about the 
Zundel trial he said. I asked him what is a Zundel? 


At this point he said he couldn't talk any further in case 
"those people" were listening. "You don't know what they'll 
do," he said, "their agents are everywhere; they've already 
dragged us into two world wars. Did you know they started 
the Gulf War, and the Falklands War?" 


I said I didn't and that I thought he'd had a few too many. 
He held out his hand and said, "Look at that, steady as a 
rock." 


I had to admit it was, which meant that he wasn't drunk but 
crazy. He read my mind and said he knew what I was thinking, 
but he could give me proof. Would I like proof? I said I'd 
like another drink and got up to get one intending to leave 
him but he hurriedly said that he'd buy it and went up to 
the bar. 


After that we sat and talked about a lot of things. He said 
he was sorry if he had upset me, that he had given the wrong 
impression. He said that he just didn't want to be alone 
adding that although he wasn't queer, the last thing he 
wanted tonight was the company of a woman because of the 
things those fucking bitches had done to him. He didn't talk 
about the Jews again but when I asked him what sort of books 
he wrote he said books on the war and on Hitler. He told me 
that he lived just down the road in Duke Street and that if 
I wanted I could come and see his collection of Hitlerabi- 
lia. 


I'd had a few drinks myself by this time and was curious so’ 


I went to the flat with him. As soon as we got there he 
started acting real strange. - 


He went into the bedroom and came out smoking a cigar and 
wearing a funny hat. He asked me if I recognised him. I said 
yes, he was David Irving. No, he said, I'm Churchill. Then 
he went back into the bedroom and came out wearing a black 
jacket and a swastika armband. "Now I'm Himmler," he said. 


I turned to leave at this point but he said he was only 
joking and would I like to dress up too. I said, "As 
Churchill or Hitler?" to which he replied, "You can't be the 
Fuhrer himself, only I can be him, and then only on April 
20th." He told me to wait where I was and went into the 
bedroom again. He came out carrying what I can only describe 
as a pair of Belsen pyjamas and said I should put these on 
because he wanted to tie me up and whip me. 


At this point I became seriously concerned for my safety; I 
can look after myself because I work out with weights regu- 
larly, but this guy was big and he also had a gun in a 
holster strapped round his waist. I said I wanted to leave 
and he said the night was still young. I said I had a pre- 
vious appointment and had to go. He offered me fifty pounds 
if I would subject myself to 15 minutes of humiliation. I 
said no. 


He said all he wanted me. to do was put on the Belsen pyjamas 
and let him tie him me; he wouldn't whip me either very hard 
or very much. He wanted mostly to verbally abuse me and call 
me a dirty Jew boy. I told him that I was not Jewish and 
that in any case this was an insult to Jewish people. He 
replied that it wasn't possible to insult a Jew because the 
Jews were the root of all-evil. They were trying to ruin 
him. He then said he'd pay me two hundred pounds. I told him 
that I was neither a masochist nor a whore; I put my hand in 
my pocket and held onto the knife I sometimes carry, and ` 
walked out of the flat not daring to take my eyes off him. 
He followed me out calling to me, "Hymie, come back, please, 
come back Hymie." As soon as I was out into the street I ran 
like the wind. - 


HE'S AT IT AGAIN! 


Holocaust denier and Hitler fan David Irving may 
have only recently come out of the closet politically 
with his endorsement of the ever so subtle 
Leuchter Report but he hasn't yet come out over 
his other peculiarity. 


Fifty-four year old divorcee Irving, who has a 
passion for Rolls Royce cars and two thousand 
pound suits, has been exposed as Herman the 
German, a whip wielding sadist who last October 
and November terrorised rent boys in the West 
End. Luring them back to his Duke Street flat with 
the prospect of gay sex and poppers, instead he 
dressed up as Kommandant Koch, dressed them in 
Belsen pyjamas and whipped their spotty arses 


while making crude anti-Semitic remarks like, "Take 
that, you Jewish swine!" 


None of Irving’s victims so far has actually been 
Jewish, but there is every likelihood that some of 
them have been black because this isn’t the first 


time his disgusting sexual proclivities have come to 
light. 


Irving, a frequent visitor to South Africa where he 
lectures on the horrors of multi-racialism and the 
virtues of apartheid, was once caught red-handed, 
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claimed to have seen him having 
x with a third squaddie in the 
barracks late at night. 

Jim denies the charge: `. 
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(or red something else) by police in Canada. (No, 
they weren’t mounted)! 


On his 1986 tour, Irving was arrested by 
undercover police for procuring a young man ina 
public toilet; the case was hushed up by one of 
Irving’s powerful friends after he was permitted to 
make a trans-Atlantic phone call. No, it wasn’t Alan 
Clark, but Irving, who hob nobs with Britain's 
quasi-fascists, does have contacts with the British 
security services MI5 and MI6. It may be that he 
called in a favour; he is known to supply 
information on right wing groups in return for free 
access to classified documents. In other words, like 
his sworn adversary “anti-fascist" Gerry Gable of 
Searchlight magazine, among his undoubted 
other talents, Irving is an establishment nark. 
Certainly he is very well connected; the upper 
echelons of the Tory Party and the Whitehall 
establishment contain a surprising number of 
closet anti-Semites. 


Powerful friends or not, if he carries on the way he 
is going, it won't be long before Irving has to come 
out of his closet. London’s gay community are 


already talking about him; they are said to be 
outraged! 
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One man was forced to wear 
pyjamas and then whipped as a 
-litle Jewoov”. He is also said 
to be obsessed with swasukas. 
althougn the north London 
group sav: “We do not think this 
indicates a genuine obsession 
with Nazism rather its assocta- 
tion with cruelty.” 

Two gay friends have each 
been beaten up. as well as a 
working girl who was robbed 
and terronsed by him. 

Their friends are now keeping 
an eve open for him so that they 
can aiert the poiice. 


nonsense. He wouldn't have 
been able to see what he claims 
he saw from where he was. On 
top of it all I was far too drunk to 
do anything. It's just a farce. 


Members of HM Armed 
Forces face the possibility of 
court martial and imprisonment 
for up to two years and dismissal 
‘with diserace’ if they take part 
in homosexual activities. Even 
celibate homosexuality carnes 
the penalty of instant dismissal. 
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81 DUKE STREET 
LONDON W.l 


TELEPHONE O1-499 9409 


London, 


‘DeaR Dickie, 


t 


Thank you very much for your kind etter; I still have your address 
ahd will give you a call next time I am in your neck of the woods. 

I have enclosed a little something. Will send you a copy of my new 

book when it is out. i 


yours sincerely, love and best wishes 


David 
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EXECUTION... 
THE ONLY SOLUT ION! 


Ode To Herman The German (A Sonnet for my one True Love) 


O what a hunky fellow you are, Dave, 

I eye you with an upright fascination, 

There's none to touch you when you rant and rave 
About the way the yids have wrecked our nation. 
Your morbid fascination with the Jews, 

And depth of scholarship I find astounding, 

And when you beat me, though I sting and bruise, 
Your rigid hampton sets my heart a-pounding. 
Dressed in Belsen pyjamas, I recline 

As straddling me, you praise the name of Zundel, 
Cursing in German you sound quite divine; 

I pinch my helmet lest I come my bundle. 

As you whip me, you snarl: "Take that, you kike! 
Dave, you're a brute, but you know what I like. 


Deposition Two 


My name is Julia, I am 41 years old; I was born London. From 
1982 to 84 I worked for some time as a prostitute, something 
I regret but am not ashamed of. Several times in 1982 Or 63 
I met a man who I knew as David Smith. I had straight sex 
with him several times for which he paid me thirty pounds. 
He suggested also that we have anal sex I but I didn't fancy 
it, even when he offered me fifty then a hundred pounds. 


In October or November of 1991 I ran into him again in a 
store in Oxford Street. He walked up to me and asked if I 
wasn't Julia something; he couldn't remember my second name. 
(Actually he didn't know it because I had never told him). I 
said yes, I did recognise him but couldn't place the name. 
He said it was David. I asked him David what and he said 
David Irving. I asked him if he'd been David Irving before; 
he said probably not but he couldn't remember what other 
name he'd used. Was I still in the same line of work and if 
so, would I like to come back to his flat for a drink or 
something? 


I told him I wasn't in the same line of work but he tore a 
piece of paper out of his diary and wrote down his phone 
number 071 499 9409 and told me to give him a call some time 
anyway as he was now a famous author. 


This intrigued me as I have been trying to find a publisher 
for my autobiography for some time so I asked him about his 
work and the publishing side of things. We chatted for a 
while and, thinking that I was interested more in what he 
was doing than in what I might do, when we parted he had a 
big smirk on his face. 


A couple of days later I telephoned him at his flat and we 
arranged a meeting. It would have to be either early in the 
morning or very late at night, he said, because he had a 
busy schedule, something about organising a meeting of some 
club, I think it was the Clarendon Club. I said I had to 
work during the day and didn't like going out late alone at 
night. He said he would arrange a taxi for me there and 
back, so I said all right. Somehow he talked me into meeting 
him that night, which I think was a Friday. 


The mini cab called for me about 10 o'clock. The driver was 
a skinhead with tattoos on his arm; he looked a bit of a 
well, you know. I began to have second thoughts and wondered 
what I was letting myself in for, suddenly the whole thing 
seemed a bit strange. Anyway, I went with this skinhead and 
he drove me to Mr Irving's flat in Duke Street. On the way. 
he asked me if I was in the British National Party or the 
National Front. I laughed and said no. He said, “Oh, 1s it a 
personal call, then?" Se eae 
I said it was and asked him what he meant about the National 
Front. He replied that Mr Irving had a lot of contacts with 
this party as they sold his books and organised security for 
his meetings. I became even more nervous at this, but then 


he asked me if I liked Screwdriver. When I told him I didn't 
know what he meant, he turned on the car radio and started 
playing some awful punk music. 


When we arrived, he parked a little way down the street and 
said he'd walk me to the door. Irving was waiting for me at 
outside and walked up to us. He called the skinhead Nicky, 
gave him some money and said he wouldn't be needing him 
anymore. Irving took me upstairs to his flat which was so 
dark that I could hardly see anything. I asked him if he'd 
turn the light on, he turned on a small lamp and asked me to 
sit down while he went and changed. He left the room and 
came back a few minutes later wearing a Nazi uniform. 


I looked at him then burst out laughing, "Who do you think 
you are?" I said, "Hitler?" 


He took umbrage at this and said I shouldn't make jokes 
about the Fuhrer. Hitler was his hero. He then said he could 
do with a good stiff drink, would I like a stiff one too? 
The innuendo was a little too obvious and unsubtle; I said 
I'd like a drink and asked him why he had dressed up as 
Hitler? 


He said he liked wearing Nazi uniforms but that other people 
wouldn't understand. Then he started going on about the 
Jews. He left the room and came back with a bottle of wine 
in one hand and a bottle of lemonade in the other; I told 
him I'd have lemonade. I really should have left I suppose, 
but I was curious. 


He started going on again about the Jews and a lot of stuff 
about gas chambers and showers. I really didn't understand 
most of what he was talking about, but when he started going 
on about beating Jews and produced a set of handcuffs I 
began to get really nervous. 


I asked him what he wanted and he said he liked to abuse 
Jewesses; I told him that wasn't a very pleasant thing to 
do, and anyway, where would he find a Jewish woman who would 
allow him to beat her? He asked me if I was Jewish; when I 
said that I definitely was not, he said I could always 
pretend. I said I thought I had made a mistake in coming 
here and I had better leave, in any case I had to phone my 
mother who knew where I was. He then offered me a hundred 
pounds if I would allow him to beat me. I began to get 
nervous and got up to leave; I raised my voice and made it 
clear that if he came near me I would scream. 


He tried to reason with me but I'm afraid I became hysteri- 
cal. Then the phone rang and he panicked too. He put down 
the hand cuffs, took out his wallet and pulled out four ten 
pound notes. The answerphone took the call but he was really 
in a panic. He said I should take the money and leave; he 
was sorry he had upset me, he hoped I hadn't been insulted 
but that I should take a taxi home and forget I had ever 
been here. I did. 


The following Sunday I received a telephone call from the 
skinhead who had driven me to the flat. He said Mr Irving 
was very sorry and I should forget everything that happened. 
I said nothing had happened. He said, "Clever Girlie jst 
make sure it stays that way, it's not only Jews who can get 
gassed. Don't-forget, we know where you live." I hung up the 
phone and have not heard anything since, but I was genuinely 
terrified that night and I think this skinhead meant what he 
said. 


: = | 
"ZOG hath no fury like a faggot scorned." William Shakesqueer 
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